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Autumn Moon on the Tama River, Metropolitan Museum of Art 


AUTUMN MELODY 

from The Project Gutenberg eBook of 
April twilights and other poems, 

by Willa Cather 


In the autumn days, the days of parting, 
Days that in a golden silence fall, 

When the air is quick with bird-wings starting, 
And the asters darken by the wall; 


Strong and sweet the wine of heaven is flowing, 
Bees and sun and sleep and golden dyes; 

Long forgot is budding-time and blowing, 
Sunk in honeyed sleep the garden lies. 


Spring and storm and summer midnight madness 
Dream within the grape but never wake; 
Bees and sun and sweetness,--oh, and sadness! 


Sun and sweet that reach the heart--and break. 


Ah, the pain at heart forever starting, 
Ah, the cup untasted that we spilled 
In the autumn days, the days of parting! 
Would our shades could drink it, and be stilled. 


NOT HONEY 
from The Project Gutenberg EBook of 
Hymen, by Hilda Doolittle 


Not honey, 

not the plunder of the bee 
from meadow or sand-flower 
or mountain bush; 

from winter-flower or shoot 
born of the later heat: 

not honey, not the sweet 


stain on the lips and teeth: 


not honey, not the deep 

plunge of soft belly 

and the clinging of the gold-edged 
pollen-dusted feet. 


Not so-- 

though rapture blind my eyes, 
and hunger crisp 

dark and inert my mouth, 

not honey, not the south, 

not the tall stalk 

of red twin-lilies, 

nor light branch of fruit tree 
caught in flexible light branch. 


Not honey, not the south; 

ah flower of purple iris, 

flower of white, 

or of the iris, withering the grass-- 
for fleck of the sun’s fire, 

gathers such heat and power, 

that shadow-print is light, 

cast through the petals 


of the yellow iris flower. 


Not iris--old desire--old passion-- 
old forgetfulness--old pain-- 
not this, nor any flower, 

but if you turn again, 

seek strength of arm and throat, 
touch as the god; 

neglect the lyre-note; 

knowing that you shall feel, 
about the frame, 

no trembling of the string 

but heat, more passionate 

of bone and the white shell 


and fiery tempered steel. 


VI 
The Project Gutenberg EBook of 
Fruit-Gathering, by Rabindranath Tagore 


Where roads are made I lose my way. 
In the wide water, in the blue sky there is no line of a track. 


The pathway is hidden by the birds’ wings, by the star-fires, by the 


flowers of the wayfaring seasons. 


And I ask my heart if its blood carries the wisdom of the unseen way. 


THE VOICE 
from The Project Gutenberg EBook of 
Flame and Shadow, by Sara Teasdale 


Atoms as old as stars, 
Mutation on mutation, 
Millions and millions of cells 
Dividing yet still the same, 
From air and changing earth, 
From ancient Eastern rivers, 
From turquoise tropic seas, 


Unto myself I came. 


My spirit like my flesh 

Sprang from a thousand sources, 
From cave-man, hunter and shepherd, 
From Karnak, Cyprus, Rome; 

The living thoughts in me 

Spring from dead men and women, 


Forgotten time out of mind 


And many as bubbles of foam. 


Here for a moment's space 

Into the light out of darkness, 

I come and they come with me 
Finding words with my breath; 
From the wisdom of many life-times 
I hear them cry: "Forever 

Seek for Beauty, she only 

Fights with man against Death!" 


TO A YOUNG GENTLEMAN. 
from The Project Gutenberg EBook of 
Poems, by Matilda Betham 


July 29th, 1803. 


Dear boy, when you meet with a rose, 
Admire you the thorns very much? 

Or like you to play with a ball, 
When the handling it blisters your touch! 


Yet should it be firm and compact, 
It is easy to polish it nice; 
If the rose is both pretty and sweet, 


The thorns will come off in a trice. 


The thistle has still many more, 
As visible too in our eyes, 
But who will take pains with a weed, 


That nobody ever can prize? 


"Tis what we deem precious and rare, 
We most earnestly seek to amend; 
And anxious attention and care, 


Is the costliest gift of a friend. 


We all have our follies: what then? 
Let us note them, and never look bluff! 
Without any caressing at all, 


They will cling to us closely enough. 


Weeds are of such obstinate growth, 
They elude the most diligent hand; 

And, if they were not to be check'd, 
Would quickly run over the land. 


If some could be taken away, 
That hide part of your worth from the view; 
The conquest perhaps would be ours, 


But the profit is wholly to you. 


SUSPICION 
from The Project Gutenberg eBook of 
Day Dreams, by Rudolph Valentino 


There crossed the path 
Of my dream of you 
A gossamer web of gray, 
So soft its sheen, 
Almost unseen, 

But it stopped me 
On my way. 


Like a cold, gray granite battlement 
It walled me all about, 

For a cruel steel, 
Was in the feel 

Of the silken web of doubt. 


PREMONITION 
from The Project Gutenberg EBook of 


Poems, by George Santayana 


The muffled syllables that Nature speaks 
Fill us with deeper longing for her word; 
She hides a meaning that the spirit seeks, 


She makes a sweeter music than is heard. 


A hidden light illumines all our seeing, 
An unknown love enchants our solitude. 
We feel and know that from the depths of being 


Exhales an infinite, a perfect good. 


Though the heart wear the garment of its sorrow 
And be not happy like a naked star, 
Yet from the thought of peace some peace we borrow, 


Some rapture from the rapture felt afar. 


Our heart strings are too coarse for Nature's fingers 
Deftly to quicken as she pulses on, 
And the harsh tremor that among them lingers 


Will into sweeter silence die anon. 


We catch the broken prelude and suggestion 
Of things unuttered, needing to be sung; 
We know the burden of them, and their question 


Lies heavy on the heart, nor finds a tongue. 


Till haply, lightning through the storm of ages, 
Our sullen secret flash from sky to sky, 
Glowing in some diviner poet's pages 


And swelling into rapture from this sigh. 


THE WHOLE OF IT 
from Project Gutenberg’s 
"Twixt Earth and Stars, by Marguerite Radclyffe-Hall 


A joy that passes, a pain that stays, 
Such is life. 

A moment's rapture, then weary days, 
Years of strife, 
Such is life. 


A kiss of passion, a sigh of pain, 
Such is love. 

A flash of splendour, then night again, 
God above, 


Such is love! 


A sudden blindness, a creeping fear, 
Such is death. 

An awful vastness, an unknown sphere, 
Choking breath, 
And then ... death. 


CH’ANG-KAN 
from The Project Gutenberg EBook of 
The Poet Li Po, [translated] by Arthur Waley and Bai Li 


Soon after I wore my hair covering my forehead 

I was plucking flowers and playing in front of the gate, 
When _you_ came by, walking on bamboo-stilts 
Along the trellis,[23] playing with the green plums. 
We both lived in the village of Ch’ang-kan, 

Two children, without hate or suspicion. 

At fourteen I became your wife; 

I was shame-faced and never dared smile. 

I sank my head against the dark wall; 


Called to a thousand times, I did not turn. 


At fifteen I stopped wrinkling my brow 

And desired my ashes to be mingled with your dust. 

I thought you were like the man who clung to the bridge:[24] 
Not guessing I should climb the Look-for-Husband Terrace,[25] 
But next year you went far away, 

To Ch’ii-t’ang and the Whirling Water Rocks. 

In the fifth month “one should not venture there”[26] 
Where wailing monkeys cluster in the cliffs above. 

In front of the door, the tracks you once made 

One by one have been covered by green moss-- 

Moss so thick that I cannot sweep it away, 

And leaves are falling in the early autumn wind. 

Yellow with August the pairing butterflies 

In the western garden flit from grass to grass. 

The sight of these wounds my heart with pain; 

As I sit and sorrow, my red cheeks fade. 

Send me a letter and let me know in time 

When your boat will be going through the three gorges of Pa. 
I will come to meet you as far as ever you please, 


Even to the dangerous sands of Ch’ang-féng. 


[23] It is hard to believe that “bed” or “chair” is meant, as hitherto 


translated. “Trellis” is, however, only a guess. 
yag 


[24] A man had promised to meet a girl under a bridge. She did not 
come, but although the water began to rise, he trusted so firmly in her 
word, that he clung to the pillars of the bridge and waited till he was 


drowned. 


[25] So called because a woman waited there so long for her husband 


that she turned into stone. 
[26] Quotation from the Yangtze boatman’s song: 


“When Yen-yii is as big as a man’s hat 


One should not venture to make for Ch’ii-t’ang.” 


OF AUTUMN. 

by Paul Gerardy 

The Project Gutenberg eBook, 
Contemporary Belgian Poetry, by Various, 
Edited and Translated by Jethro Bithell 


While the moon through the heavens glides, 
With music enchanting our way, 
Come in the gladness to stray 


Of the gorgeous autumn-tides. 


Now comes the wind, and lifts 
The gold of glad forests along; 
And many a mystical song 


Along the breeze with it drifts. 


This life is most gracious and dear, 
Enchanting our way as we go 
With the laughter and golden glow 


Of autumns singing clear. 


MOTHER NIGHT 
from Project Gutenberg’s 


Fifty years & Other Poems, by James Weldon Johnson 


Eternities before the first-born day, 
Or ere the first sun fledged his wings of flame, 
Calm Night, the everlasting and the same, 

A brooding mother over chaos lay. 

And whirling suns shall blaze and then decay, 
Shall run their fiery courses and then claim 
The haven of the darkness whence they came; 


Back to Nirvanic peace shall grope their way. 


So when my feeble sun of life burns out, 


And sounded is the hour for my long sleep, 


I shall, full weary of the feverish light, 
Welcome the darkness without fear or doubt, 

And heavy-lidded, I shall softly creep 

Into the quiet bosom of the Night. 


ASHES OF LIFE 
from Project Gutenberg’s 


Renascence and Other Poems, by Edna St. Vincent Millay 


Love has gone and left me and the days are all alike; 
Eat I must, and sleep I will,--and would that night were here! 
But ah!--to lie awake and hear the slow hours strike! 


Would that it were day again!--with twilight near! 


Love has gone and left me and I don't know what to do; 
This or that or what you will is all the same to me; 
But all the things that I begin I leave before I’m through,-- 


There's little use in anything as far as I can see. 


Love has gone and left me,--and the neighbors knock and borrow, 
And life goes on forever like the gnawing of a mouse,-- 
And to-morrow and to-morrow and to-morrow and to-morrow 


There's this little street and this little house. 


A SOUTHERN LOVE SONG 

by Joshua Henry Jones, Jr. 

from Project Gutenberg’s 

Negro Poets and Their Poems, by Robert T. Kerlin 


Dogwoods all a-bloom 
Perfume earth’s big room, 


White full moon is gliding o’er the sky serene. 


Quiet reigns about, 
In the house and out; 
Hoot owl in the hollow mopes with solemn mien. 
Birds have gone to rest 
In each tree-top nest; 


Cotton fields a-shimmer flash forth silver-green. 


Over the wild cane brake, 
Whip-poor-wills awake, 

And they speak in tender voicings, Heart, of You. 
Answering my call, 
Through the leafy hall, 

Telling how I’m waiting for your tripping, Sue. 
All the world is glad, 
Just because ’m mad. 


Sense-bereft am I through my great love for you. 


Night is all a-smile, 
Happy all the while. 

That is why my heart so filled with song o’erflows. 
I have tarried long, 
Lilting here my song. 

And I'll ever waiting be till life’s step slows. 
Come to me, my girl, 
Precious more than pearl, 


I'll be waiting for you where the grapevine grows. 


How my heart doth yearn, 
And with anguish burn, 

Hungry for sweet pains awaked with your embrace. 
Starward goes my cry. 
Echo hears my sigh. 

Heaven itself its pity at my plight shows trace. 
Parson waits to wed. 
Soon the nuptials said. 


I’ve a rose-clad cottage reared for you to grace. 


Ill. MARSH SONG -- AT SUNSET. 
from The Project Gutenberg Etext of 
The Poems of Sidney Lanier 


Over the monstrous shambling sea, 
Over the Caliban sea, 
Bright Ariel-cloud, thou lingerest: 
Oh wait, oh wait, in the warm red West, -- 


Thy Prospero I'll be. 


Over the humped and fishy sea, 

Over the Caliban sea 
O cloud in the West, like a thought in the heart 
Of pardon, loose thy wing, and start, 


And do a grace for me. 


Over the huge and huddling sea, 

Over the Caliban sea, 
Bring hither my brother Antonio, -- Man, -- 
My injurer: night breaks the ban; 

Brother, I pardon thee. 


Baltimore, 1879-80. 


SPRING AND AUTUMN 
from The Project Gutenberg EBook of 
Japanese Literature, by Various 


Epiphanius Wilson, Editor 


When winter turns to spring, 
Birds that were songless make their songs resound, 
Flow'rs that were flow’rless cover all the ground; 


Yet 'tis no perfect thing:-- 


I cannot walk, so tangled is each hill; 
So thick the herbs I cannot pluck my fill. 
But in the autumn-tide 
I cull the scarlet leaves and love them dear, 
And let the green leaves stay, with many a tear, 
All on the fair hill-side:-- 
No time so sweet as that. Away! Away! 


Autumn's the time I fain would keep alway. 


_Ohogimi._ 


TIVOLI 
BY L.E. L. 
https://en.wikisource.org/wiki/Poems_of_Letitia_Elizabeth_Landon_(L._E._L.)_in_The_Bijou,_1829/Tivoli 


Rushing, like uncurbed passion, thro’ the rocks 
Which it has riven with a giant's strength 

Down came the gushing waters, heaped with foam, 
Like melted pearl, and filling the dark woods 


With thunder tuned to music. 


When last I gazed, fair Tivoli, 
Upon those falls of thine, 

Another step was by my side, 
Another hand in mine: 

And, mirrored in those gentle eyes, 


To me thou wert a paradise. 


I've smiled to see her sweet lips move, 
Yet not one accent hear, 

Lost in thy mighty waterfall, 

Altho' we were so near, 

My breath was fragrant with the air 


The rose-wreath gave she wont to wear. 


How often have we past the noon 


Beneath thy pine-trees’ shade, 

When arching bough, and dark green leaf, 
A natural temple made; 

Haunt of some young divinity, 


And more than such she seemed to me. 


So very fair, oh! how I blest 

The gentle southern clime, 

That to the beauty of her cheek 
Had brought back summer time. 
Alas! 'twas but a little while, — 


The promise of an April smile. 


Again her clear brow turned too clear; 
Her bright cheek turned too bright; 
And her eyes, but for tenderness, 

Had been too full of light. 

It was as if her beauty grew 


More heavenly as it heavenward drew. 


Long years have past, and toil and care 
Have sometimes been to me, 

What in my earliest despair 

I dream't not they could be; 

But here the past comes back again, 


Oh! why so utterly in vain? 


I stood here in my happy days, 
And every thing was fair; 

I stand now in my altered mood, 
And marvel what they were. 
Fair Tivoli, to me the scene 


No longer is what it has been. 


There is a change come o'er thy hills, 
A shadow o'er thy sky; 

The shadow is from my own heart, 
The change in my own eye: 


It is our feelings give their tone 


To whatsoe'er we gaze upon. 


Back to the stirring world again, 

Its tumult and its toil; 

Better to tread the roughest path, 
Than such a haunted soil: 

Oh! wherefore should I break the sleep 


Of thoughts whose waking is to weep. 


Yes, thou art lovely, but alas! 

Not lovely as of yore, 

And of thy beauty I but ask; 

To look on it no more. 

Earth does not hold a spot for me 


So sad as thou, fair Tivoli. 


SATIRICAL LETRILLIAS.--HI. 
by Manuel Breton de Los Herrerors 
from Project Gutenberg’s 


Modern [1860] Poets and Poetry of Spain, by James Kennedy 


Such is, dear girl, my tenderness, 
Naught can its equal be! 

If thou a dowry didst possess 

The charms to rival of thy face, 


I would marry thee. 


Thou wert my bliss, my star, my all! 
So kind and fair to see; 

And me thy consort to instal, 

At once for witness Heaven I call, 


I would marry thee. 


Thou dost adore me? yes, and I, 


Thy love so raptures me, 


If thou wouldst not so anxious try 
To know my pay, and what I buy, 


I would marry thee. 


If thou wert not so always coy, 
Never listening to my plea, 
But when I, fool! my cash employ 
To bring thee sweets, or some fine toy, 


I would marry thee. 


If thou must not instructions wait, 
As may mamma agree, 

To write or speak to me, or state 

When thou wilt meet me at the gate, 


I would marry thee. 


If twere not when to dine, the most 
Thy meagre soup bouillie 

Thou givest, as many airs thou show’st, 

As Roderic at the hanging-post, 


I would marry thee. 


If for my punishment instead 

Of ease and quiet, we 
Might not three hungry brothers dread, 
And mother too, to keep when wed, 


I would marry thee. 


If twere not when these plagues combine 
With thy tears flowing free, 

The virtues of a heavenly sign 

I see must solace me, not thine, 


I would marry thee. 


Go, get another in thy chain, 
And Heaven for you decree 
A thousand joys, for me ’tis vain; 
I know thee cheat, and tell thee plain, 


I will not marry thee. 


A CONTENTED MAN 
from The Project Gutenberg EBook of 


Dream Tales and Prose Poems, by Ivan Turgenev 


A young man goes skipping and bounding along a street in the capital. His 
movements are gay and alert; there is a sparkle in his eyes, a smirk on his 
lips, a pleasing flush on his beaming face.... He is all contentment and 


delight. 


What has happened to him? Has he come in for a legacy? Has he been 
promoted? Is he hastening to meet his beloved? Or is it simply he has had a 
good breakfast, and the sense of health, the sense of well-fed prosperity, 

is at work in all his limbs? Surely they have not put on his neck thy 


lovely, eight-pointed cross, O Polish king, Stanislas? 


No. He has hatched a scandal against a friend, has sedulously sown it 
abroad, has heard it, this same slander, from the lips of another friend, 


and--_has himself believed it_! 


Oh, how contented! how kind indeed at this minute is this amiable, 


promising young man! 


_February 1878._ 


EVERYONE SANG 
by Siegfried Sassoon 
from the Wikimedia version of Picture Show 


https://en.wikisource.org/wiki/Everyone_Sang 


Everyone suddenly burst out singing; 

And I was filled with such delight 

As prisoned birds must find in freedom, 

Winging wildly across the white 

Orchards and dark-green fields; on—on—and out of sight. 


Everyone’s voice was suddenly lifted; 

And beauty came like the setting sun: 

My heart was shaken with tears; and horror 
Drifted away ... O, but Everyone 


Was a bird; and the song was wordless; the singing will never be done. 


AUTUMN SONG (1866) 
by Paul Verlaine, from 


https://en.wikisource.org/wiki/Autumn_Song_(Verlaine). 


The long sobs 

Of violins 

Of autumn 
Wound my heart 
With a monotone 


Languor. 


All breathless 
And pale, when 
The hour sounds, 
I remember 


Former days 


And I cry; 


And I go 

In an ill wind 
Which carries me 
Here, there, 
Likea 

Dead leaf. 


Autumn Meadows, Metropolitan Museum of Art 
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